FALL AND DEATH OF ROBESPIERRE
"Now he is wearing a nun's hood".
It was about six in the morning when the surgeon
finished his task and left him. The hours crept by.
Fresh spectators kept arriving, fresh gibes met his ear.
If doubt entered his mind whether he himself was the
Titan he had thought he was, he could not have
doubted that those about him were Pygmies. Perhaps
now and then he saw a face that—not too openly—
expressed grief and sympathy. He knew that he was
going to die, and as he lay there with eyes half closed,
the hard deal box for a pillow, his mind probably went
over incidents in his career. He must have walked again
the quaint streets of Arras, seen the Abbey of Saint-
Waast, the faces of people he had known in childhood.
He must have lived again the tumultuous scenes of the
Revolution, the sound of the tocsin must have been in
his ears, and—like the shadow of a mountain peak
lying over a landscape—the spectre of Doctor Guillo-
tin's terrible machine must have haunted his thoughts.
But he had consecrated himself to death and was not
afraid, and perhaps his parched lips murmured again
what he had said at the Convention but a few short
weeks before, to the thunderous applause of floor and
gallery that rose to acclaim him: "I have lived enough!"
Towards ten a stretcher was brought, and he and
Couthon were carried under strong guard to the Con-
ciergerie, where he was locked up in the cell adjoin-
the one Marie Antoinette had occupied. The Com-
mittee of Public Safety had specified that the guard
should be adequate. Did it fear an attempt to liberate
him? It need have had no fear. The sections were
stunned. And now when there was no leadership and
the risk was considerable, the thought of the wage-
Maximum came to re-enforce their reluctance to expose
themselves. The workmen consoled themselves with
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